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THE ROUND TABLE 185 

And loving hearts are on the shore, 

Hoping, fearing; 
Till over the sea there comes a cheer, 
Then the click of the oars they hear, 

Homeward steering — 
Ne'er a thought of the danger past, 
Now the lads are on land at last; 
What's a storm to a gallant crew 
Who race for life, and who win it, too? 

Over the breakers, etc. 

Lowell J. Martin 



SONNET 1 

Dedicated to Abraham Lincoln 

If any man deserve a nation's praise 
More than all others whom we honor bear 
For valiant deeds and great achievements rare, 
That man is Lincoln; to the end of days, 
As long as suns and stars move on their ways, 
Will he be honored, for his works compare 
In greatness and in goodness to the fair 
And valorous deeds of ancient times and days 
And foreign climes. He steered the ship of state 
Through war and civil strife to peace and rest, 
And smote the chains that bound the trodden slave, 
Raising four millions from their low estate. 
Honored was he by those that loved him best 
And bore him mourning to a martyr's grave. 

Henry Brune 

1 The writer is a pupil in the Senior year of the Tamalpais (Cal.) High School. 



